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Imperial Kome, the noontide of tby power 
Hath past away. Transient thy glory's hour. 
Yet lingers still a melancholy gleam 
O'er thy seven hills and Tiber's sacred stream, 
£ike the pale light, which summer's evening throws 
O'er earth's hush'd breast, of calm and deep repose. 
Yes, memory bids thine ancient form return, 
Bids the eye glow, the thrilling bosom burn. 
Sees in far twilight deeds of ages fled, 
"Wakes with her magic spell thy mighty dead. 

There first inscribed on her bright scroll of fame, 
** Avenging Brutus,'* is thy glorious name. 
High soul was his, who foremost champion stood 
Of injured chastity and guiltless blood ; 



Who, folly's cloud dispells, a hero shone, 

Hurling the Tarquin from his blood-stain'd throne. 

Proud deed, which taught posterity to feel 

The slumbering virtues of a patriot zeal. 

Proud deed, whose memory in oppression's hour 

Still lends the sword, which strikes for freedom, pow'r* 

Time's stream rolls back, and on my soul is cast 
A shadowy vision of the dreamy past ; 
As erst the Trojan in the realms of night, 
Dimforms unborn fast crowding on his sight. 
Saw 'neath that gloom in awful line arrayed 
Before tim pass each visionary shade : 
So now, methinks, before my fancy's eyes 
A dread tribunal's scenes of awe arise ; 
I see the lictor with his axe of fate, 
The judge in majesty of solemn state, 
Two culprits bound. The silent tear unhid 
Is gathering fast beneath each downcast lid, 
Nor dare they upward raise a trembling eye 
To meet that glance of awful majesty,^ 
That glance, 'neath which oppression's minions quail'd 
When Brutus struck, and Eome new freedom hail'd. 
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Deep sorrow reigns throughout the place of doom, 

Each lip is silence, and each hrow is gloom ; 

Yainly each longing eye essays to trace 

One ray of mercy on the father's face ; 

Yainly each heart heats quick with hreathless fear, 

For all IS fixed impenetrahle there. 

Hark ! from his lips the final sentence hreaks, 

And new-made freemen tremble while he speaks. 

Sentence of death ! Had mercy lost her sway, 

Had pity left the beamy realms of day, 

For ever left ? The father dared to see 

The last dread issue of his stern decree : 

He saw his sons', his own, warm life-blood flow 

Beneath the scourge's lacerating blow, 

He heard their anguished, dying voice of fear, 

It fell unheeded on a father's ear ; 

And last he saw— did not his senses reel ? — 

The blow of thunder, and the glancing steel. 

— ^He left the court : oh ! whither could he go, 

That man of deep unutterable woe ? 

Woe like that island-monarch's, when his son, 

His first-bom, his beloved, his only one, 



Heir of his realm, had found an early grave 
Beneath the surges of the stormy wave; 
Deep on his sonl fell sudden stunning pain, 
He dropt no tear, hut never smiled again. 

Yet could'st thou not, proud man, for refuge tan» 
To thoughts, "with which high patriot hosoms bum ? 
Could'st thou not still the memory of each son 
Vith the proud thought of duty nobly done ? 
No — like th* accursed restless wanderer driven^ 
O'er earth an outcast, desperate of heaven. 
Upon whose braw the darkening lines of sin 
Told of a seared and fallen soul within ; 
So thou didst bear a recklessness of life,. 
And outward signs of deep internal strife. 
"When Curtius, high in arms and youthful pride^ 
Devoted patriot, for his country died. 
Proud was his fate, secure of endless fame. 
And lasting glories of an honoured name, 
In armour clad, he spurr'd his shrinking steed-^ 
Such were Home's champions in her hour of need — 
Plunged from the steep, whose height the vision pain'd, 
And with one pang his wreath of glory gain'd. 



But thou — ^methinks, when darkness closed around 
Thy couch, no balm thy bruised spirit found ; 
Tho' still the hours, to thee they bring no rest, 
Badness sits heavy on thine aching breast; 
And if, perchance, a passing sun-bright dream 
Cast o'er thy soul a momentary gleam 
Of former years, thy children's merry glee, 
?their voices sweet, their guileless infancy i 
A sudden start — the doom, the fatal doom 
Falls on thy soul like chillness of the tomb, 
And from the light thou tum'st thine eyes away^ 
"Which loathe the mockery of garish day. 

Again his country called — and Brutus came 
TJnbow'd, unchanged, in spirit still the same ; 
Bravest and foremost in that well- fought field, 
That final strife, which Borne* s fair freedom seal'd. 
His lamp's last fiash with brightest radiance shone. 
Who gave his offsprings* lives, now gave his own. 
But in the battle rang not on his ear 
The fell Erinnys' madddening voice of fear, 
"When careless of his life, he drove hie steed 
O'er the red plain with more than fury's speeds 
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Taught his proud foeman's hated hreast to feel 
The force unspent of his avenging steel. 
Then wounded sunk to earth, resign'd his hreath, 
While a smile lingered on the lips of death. 

And lives there one cold-hearted, who shall dare 
To say, no patriot spirit breathed there ? 
Lives there the man, a wretch devoid of shame, 
To cast one blot upon so fair a fame ? 
'Twas nobly done. Nor Rome forgot to raise 
A sacred tribute to her hero's praise : 
"With the seven statues of the royal race, 
"Wont in old time her Capitol to grace. 
There stood an eighth, the falchion in the hold 
Of that right hand " Avenging Brutus '* told ; 
And well th' imaginative eye might trace 
In the high features of that noble face. 
The indignant ire, which rose upon his brow 
When sad Lucretia told her tale of woe ; 
The rigid, stem, inexorable look. 
When died his children by the headsman's stroke ; 
And last the steady fire-glance of his eye. 
When Brutus feared not for his Eome to die. 
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Such were the men, Rome, whose hands unfurl'd 
Thy conquering banner, empress of the world ; 
Such bade thine eagle bear to realms afar 
Thy pride of might, thy thunderbolt of war : 
They came, they saw, they conquered — all obey'd, 
Till at thy feet the spoils of earth were laid, 
Till their proud mistress from her seven-based throne 
Beheld the world one empire and her own. 

lEWIS GIDLET, 

£xET£B Co;4i<Ea]^ 
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